BRITISH INDUSTRY AND RUSSIA

packing, and I was reminded of her existence by
an angry telephone call from her husband just as
my interpreter arrived at the hotel*with the railway
tickets for my son and myself.

" I thought you were going to keep your promise
as one Englishman to another," this Communist
informed me, with a blissful disregard of his own
Communistic beliefs. " What about my wife ?"

I assured him that we were quite willing for her
to travel with us but naturally expected him to
arrange for her transportation. At the same time,
although I did not mention it, I thought it strange
that Jackson should so quickly be informed of our
departure, when we had only known ourselves a
few minutes previously on what train we would be
travelling.

The lady, poor soul, seemed helpless throughout
the journey. She travelled on a second-class ticket
and seemed obsessed on arrival in London with
the importance of some message she had to deliver
verbally at the Communist headquarters in King
Street. As we arrived late on the evening of Good
Friday it seemed difficult to assist her very much
in the fulfilment of her mission. We booked her a
room at a Southampton Row hotel and left her
there with our blessing.

In the train between Moscow and Berlin we met
the representative of a large American engineering
company who was travelling overland from Vladi-
vostok. His conversation, in the light of what
I later learned regarding Russian methods, was
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